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Whether, O Shukra (Almighty) thou be far (in roar-
ing clouds), or, O Vritra-slayer (i.e., doubt-destroyer),
near at hand (in blowing winds); here, heaven pene-
trating songs (piercing prayers) are being sent as long-
maned steeds for thee to (ride on and) come sharp to one
who has pressed out the juice (of his existence) for thee.
Come, sit in my heart and drink of the wine of my life
(Soma).1

Man is not meant to waste all his time in petty fears
and cautions ; how shall I live and oh ! what shall be-
come of me, and all such foolish nonsense. He ought
to have at least as much self-respect as fishes and birds
and even trees have. They grumble not at storm or sun-
shine, but live as one with nature. My Atman, I myself
am the pouring rain. I flash. I thunder. How beauti-
fully awful and strong I am. Sivoham songs gush forth
from the heart.

No day or night passes without bringing a heavy
shower of rain. And as described in the first sloka of
Kalidas quoted above, Rama is often caught by showers
in his daily climbs up the hill. But there being no
caves in the near neighbourhood he has to take the very
clouds for his umbrella and to enjoy the showers as his.

Happy the cedars and pines as described in the
second sloka, which though quivering and shivering
offer their bodies as a target for the cool showers of the
Ganges spray.

O the good fortune to bare our bosom before raging
coolness, stormy grace!

SAHS TAETT TAL,
July, 1906.
To travel on almost heaven-high ridges for miles and
miles, viewing the waving forests of birch and juniper
spreading far below, flowery precipices lying on the right
as well as on the left; to walk bare-footed on extensive
1 Translated from Sanskrit; Swami Rama's interpretation.
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